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particular preferences. Some live un-
der leaves, clinging tightly in perfect 
camouflage; others fasten themselves to 
bark that is covered by lichens; some 
I like the smooth bark of the guava trees; 
others find shelter on great fern fronds 
or ti plants. But always, they need a wet 
area with plenty of vegetation. These 
snails are not destructive as are their 
relatives, the garden snails. They live 
on microscopic algae and fungi that 
are on the bark and leaves of their 
habitat. 
It was a common belief among the 
ancient Hawaiians, who collected land 
shells for lei-making purposes, that land 
shells have a high-pitched song. That 
I the song does exist in shell areas cannot 
be disputed. High, melodic, incessant, 
cricketlike, it accompanies the music 
of the wind in the blossoming ohias, 
and the warble of the mejiro birds. 
But today, though many of the island 
collectors still believe that the song is 
produced by a shell, most scientists 
seem to be agreed that it is a small 
cricket that sings. 
Among a number of songs that the 
Hawaiians sing is the following—the 
song that the land shells are supposed 
to sing in their forest home: 
"Kahuli aku, 
Kahuli mai, 
Kahuli lei ula, 
Lei akolea. 
I Kolea, kolea, 
Ki'i ka wai, 
Wai akolea." 
"Sing from afar; 
Sing near at hand, 
Sing of a red lei, 
Lei of the fern frond. 
0 plover, kolea, 
Fetch me some dew 
From the sweet akolea." 
Take a live shell in your hand, and 
wonder with many more, How did these 
lovely calcium-covered bundles of life 
find their way to these remote, volcani-
cally formed islands? Why are not the 
same kinds to be found in other parts 
of the world ? How can there be such 
numerous species? What are they doing 
out in these vast, silent forests, inacces-
sible to anyone but the most daring? 
Why are the shells of Hawaii so much 
more colorful than genera of other 
countries ? 
And you may recognize that though 
tree snails do not sing, they are startling 
notes in God's magnificent symphony 
of the shells. 
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by DANIEL WALTHER 
WITH vision, a people, a nation, a church, will live and live abun-dantly. But if in the 
course of time the vision loses its luster 
and is fenced in by man-made creeds, 
it may get lost. This is an inescapable 
law : without a vision the people perish. 
When the early Christians followed 
their vision, they overcame the iron-
clad Roman Empire. A vivid demon-
stration of what a vision does is seen 
in Joan of Arc. 
At the time of Joan's birth, France 
was passing through one of its darkest 
experiences, if not the darkest. All of 
France, with the exception of one city, 
was in foreign hands. For a hundred 
years England and France had fought 
on French soil. The country was ruined. 
The fields were devastated. The king 
had fled into hiding. Paris was taken. 
Worst of all, France had lost hope. 
"What is the use? We might as well 
give up." 
Circumstances seemed set against 
France, for nothing was spared. On 
every hand could be seen the effects of 
the most dreadful disease (the black 
plague), insurrections of murderous 
soldiers, and the corruption and inan-
ity (and even insanity) of its kings. 
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The French armies were usually 
beaten in battle. 
But in the midst of the darkest hour 
a glimmer of hope came from an un-
expected source. It did not come from 
a mighty ruler; or a well-equipped army, 
or a wealthy person. As in ancient 
Israel, when the Lord chose the un-
known and totally unprepared Gideon 
to fight against the well-trained Midian-
ites, so now He chose again the lowliest 
among the humble peasants. 
In that dark period during the fif-
teenth century in France hope revived 
through a peasant girl. What could a 
country girl who had not even attended 
school, let alone taken part in military 
affairs, whose job was to keep her fa-
ther's sheep, do in a scandal-ridden 
country? What could that innocent girl 
do among the vulgar and demoralized 
troops? 
But she had a vision, the vision 
that her country was not lost. It was 
her unconditional surrender to her vi-
sion that restored France's confidence, 
returned the king to power, and made 
the people lift up their heads. 
What is a vision? A dream? Maybe. 
The inner conviction of what God ex-
pects of you? Often it is. A vision may 
come to a totally unprepared and un-
suspecting person, often in loneliness. 
The "voice" speaks and pleads and 
then commands. 
The person who hears the voice and 
sees the vision at first doubts and then 
talks back, "It can't be! How could 
I — unknown, unprepared — undertake 
such a preposterous and impossible 
task ?" But that still small voice insists 
and becomes irresistible, demanding to-
tal surrender and even the sacrifice of 
one's life. 
One summer day Joan, who was not 
yet fifteen years old, was in the field 
near her village, looking after the 
sheep. One of her playmates ran toward 
her and said, ",Let's pick some flowers." 
Joan was happy at the thought of 
bringing some flowers to the village 
church, but she was tired and was rest-
ing near a hedge when she heard a 
voice calling, "Little Joan, go home at 
once. They need you there." 
At once she went home and asked 
her mother, "Why did you call me ?" 
"I did not call you. Why are you not 
out with the sheep ?" 
Joan thought she heard another voice 
saying to her, "You must be a good 
girl and love God." From that day on 
Joan heard the voice many times. Once 
she was told, "France is in deep dis-
tress." 
Joan talked back as if to say, "What  
can I do about it? I am only a poor 
girl. I cannot even read. I cannot ride 
a horse." 
The voice answered, "Never mind; 
go as God's daughter. Go." It was almost 
like the Lord's voice to Gideon calling, 
"Go in this thy might." 
Joan was part of the medieval times. 
She, like everybody else, was reared in 
the superstitions of an age that was en-
tirely controlled by the Catholic 
Church. She was convinced that the 
voices were those of saints like Mar-
guerite and Catherine. 
Joan was born in the tiny village of 
Domremy, Lorraine, in 1412. In Joan's 
village the Meuse meanders lazily along 
high poplars and sodden meadows. The 
peasants still tend their sheep and cat-
tle as they did six centuries ago. 
You may see the house where Joan 
was born and where she lived as a child, 
the mill, and the church. Yes, it is her 
home all right, unmistakably identified, 
but unavoidably transformed into a 
tiny museum. 
After all, in Joan's time her house 
was already old, and that was in 1412! 
Around the village are wide-open 
meadows, the moist, rich grazing fields, 
the poplars, the hills in the distance, and 
the great quiet of a medieval landscape. 
It is not difficult to imagine the little 
girl minding her work, obedient to her 
parents, and going often to church. On 
that summer day when she heard the 
voice for the first time, she sensed that 
she would not remain very much longer 
in her village. 
What she did not know was that in 
a few years she would lead France to 
victory, give to the people a new hope, 
and would pay by the sacrifice of her 
young life. 
Joan was sixteen when she followed 
her "vision" and went to a neighboring 
village to see Captain Baudricourt. 
When the captain heard the girl the 
first time, he only laughed and told 
her to go home as quickly as possi-
ble. But a vision is stronger than doubt 
and ridicule. The story of her later and 
rapid activities is well known. 
On further visits the captain agreed 
to permit her to lead a few armed men 
into the heart of France. Her first aim 
was to restore to the king, Charles VII, 
his royal dignity. She found the king in 
his hiding place, surrounded by a provi-
sional court. 
When she arrived, the king disguised 
himself and hid among his courtiers 
because he had a superstitious fear; but 
the peasant girl was not deceived. She 
went straight to him and told him he 
must go to Reims to be "anointed."  
At seventeen Joan led an armed force 
to deliver Orleans, the only French city 
not in English hands but apparently 
about to fall. The restoration of Or-
leans was the beginning of France's 
recovery and triumph. The amazing 
intervention of Joan caused a miracu-
lous rebirth in the nation and the con-
viction that France would not perish 
after all. 
Before she was nineteen years old 
she had finished an amazing career, 
traveled over vast distances, and in-
spired the armies to complete loyalty. 
Unavoidably considered a supernatural 
being inspired by the devil, she was 
captured and tried on charges of heresy, 
treason, and witchcraft. 
The church assumed responsibility 
for her trial; the one who pronounced 
sentence was a bishop. Only in 1920, 
five centuries later, was she pronounced 
a saint by the same Catholic Church 
that condemned her as a heretic and a 
witch. 
She spent a year in jail during the 
trial that was to prove her guilt, but 
the simplicity and forthrightness of her 
answers completely disarmed her most 
devious foes. 
Still, she was condemned to death 
and burned at the stake at Rouen, 
May 30, 1431. She was not quite nine-
teen years old. As the moment of exe-
cution approached, she had one re-
quest: "Please, as soon as the fire is lit, 
hold up the cross of Jesus, high, very 41 
high, in front of my eyes." Her last 
word was "Jesus." A large crowd wit-
nessed the execution, but there was not 
a dry eye. Even among her hardened 
enemies and judges someone mur-
mured, "We have today burned a 
saint." 
This is in part the amazing story of 
a teen-ager who lived a few tragic years 
and who sacrificed her life as the result 
of a vision in which she believed. 
Her short life has puzzled not only 
the historians but also great writers 
such as George Bernard Shaw and 
Mark Twain. How is one to evaluate 
those "visions" of Joan of Arc ? It de-
pends largely on one's own background 
and conception. To a Catholic those 
visions were definitely from "saints." 
A Protestant or a secular historian may 
have a different conception. 
No matter how one evaluates these 
visions, to Joan they were real. She was 
ready to stake her life on them, to live 
and to die by them. 
And just as France was saved politi- 4 
cally by the vision of a poor and illiterate 
girl, so the people of today are not able 
to live unless they too follow their vision. 
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